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sat down and slept. But, first, we drank a lit lie brandy from the
bottle we had brought along Tor (ho cold and the journey. When it
was Pierre's turn to drink lie upset the bottle and the. brandy gushed
to the ground. The empty bottle rolled to the bottom of the crater.
I was too tired to call him a fool. We Tell asleep.

CHAPTIiR Ml'TI-I'N
I SLEPT for about twenty minutes: those twenty minutes brought the
day on. f opened my eyes and saw we wore in the depths of a
vegetable garden. I looked up, and on the edge of the crater, with
the trees behind him, stood a short, youngish man, and he was
smiling down on us,
"Bonjour, messieurs," he said, That woke my companions, and in a
half-drowsy voice Pierre rattled out the story of the demarcation
line and the rest about wood-cutting. "There are quite, a few
Belgians working on the mountain,1' the little nun said, lie spoke
with a Spanish accent. I suddenly deckled to risk everything. I
addressed him in Spanish,
"We're English, we three," I said. "You1 re a Spaniard, I suppose
a refugee, and you must help us. We want to get: to linglaiul to
fight for the cause that's your cause, too. I must have a guide to
get us across the Pyrenees. You see, I'm putting myself into your
hands."
"Wait," said the Spaniard, and went away,
"Where is he going?" Pierre asked in a shrill voice.
"He's bringing us a guide," I said. Within ten minutes the Spaniard
was back, accompanied by a tall, surly man, with a reddish-grey
moustache and an unpleasant face. You knew from the start that
face had never been ravaged by a smile.
"Here's your guide," the Spaniard said. "Be gone before the sun
comes up. Start now. Here's a bottle of wine. I've no other food/
We got up. It was a difficult procedure. We climbed out of the
crater.
"Could I give you some money?" I asked the Spaniard. "What can
I do to thank you 7*
"Nada, hombref he said. "It's for the freedom of the world.
Ubertad?